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Games 


Author's Notes: 
Reposting this ‘cause of the glitch. I'll give you lots of hugs if you re-review (and review for the first time)! 


To Sully, Billie Joe was a very friendly person Whenever someone asked for his autograph, he didn't get pissed 
off or act like he was too good for them. Instead, he smiled, took the pen and whatever it was they wanted 
him to sign, and chatted a little while signing. And usually, he loved to be around people. But now, while traveling 
down to Chicago to preform in Lollapalooza, he seemed really withdrawn. His replies to questions were only one 
word, he was found on top of his band's bus, and above all, he was now very anti-social. Something was wrong 


with Billie Joe, and Sully was determined to find out. 


"Billie?" The man turned his head at the sound of Sully's voice, watching him climb to the tops of the bus. "You 


okay man?" 


"Yeah, I'm fine." He turned his attention back to the moon, which was almost full. Just a few more days and it 


would be perfect. Sully sat besides him, looking at the moon with his friend. 


“Something bothering you?" 
"Not really." He sighed. "I guess l'm just a little nervous about playing at Lollapalooza, that's all." 
Sully laughed. "The great Billie Joe Armstrong, loved by girls everywhere, is nervous? What happened?" 


Billie Joe smiled and laughed a little. "I dunno. Maybe it's just something that happens sometimes. You're never 
nervous about everything and then, out of the blue, you get nervous about the smallest thing.’ He shook his 
head, his black hair now a little limp. "Ill probably get over it" Silence then descended upon the two, but not an 


uncomfortable silence. It was more the "I'm-just-glad-you're-my-friend’ silence. 


After a while, Sully felt Billie's head fall onto his shoulder and heard the sound of his breathing even out. Billie 
had fallen asleep. ‘Man, he can fall asleep just about anywhere: Sully chuckled and slung the lead guitar player 
over his shoulder and brought them both down He then carried him bridal style into the bus, making sure not 
to wake up the driver, Tré, or Mike. Laying Bille down on the bed, he noticed that the back of his shirt was 
popping up a little more. But, he just brushed it off as a trick of the shadows, and the fact that he himself 
was very tired. " ‘Night kid," he whispered, and headed back to his own bus. 


Back inside the Green Day tour bus, Billie Joe snapped awake. ‘No, not now. Please not now: He quickly pulled off 
his shirt and looked at his back, seeing two bumps that looked like bones poking up from the skin. Silently he 
pulled them back in, pulling the covers up over him. He didn't care if the bumps were exposed on every news 
station world wide. He didn't care if they came out even more. He just cared if Sully saw them. He didn't want 
to lose a friend like Sully. ‘Please don't let Sully have seen them. Please don't let him think I'm a freak: Billie Joe 
squeezed his eyes shut, letting sleep slowly take him over. He would find out tomorrow if Sully saw, and if Sully 


even still liked him. 


Because if he didn't, why bother even crushing on him anymore? 


So, good, bad, or just "eh"? Please bear with me, | don't know a lot about these bands and people, I'm just a 


poor girl who was told to write a slash story about these two. But hey, if | finish it and it's liked, | may just 


